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DARD OIL. it .

Where among the institutions of

~ |

man is there a more wonderful |
strucfure than the house which

Rockefeller has built?

traordinary monument to American

It is an ex-

ability and enterprise. Why has
the average citizen so little respect
for it? Why does he view it with
suspicion and distrust, if not with |

)

open hatred ?

. S ai TP 1| Py
Ol gives a hivelihood

Standard

to 43.000 American laborers; what |
are {l » hundreds from which it

! the means of live-
lihood, crushing and ruining them,
by ison with this
7 Q;'\"J of the greater number?
Standard Oil disburses $30,000,000 a year in wages. It s
billion gallons of oil abroad annually and imports $60,000,000 in gold to |

COMpParis great

CAZTILILZR
QIVEIGH T BY AL,

add to the aggregate of natioral wealth. It fixes the price of oil inj
Bremen and fOdessa no less than in Avenue A, It runs railroads and|

-
IS

turns hundreds of thousands of wheels of peaceful Banks and |
universities are\its by-products, and hospitals and Sunday schools. It is |
a colossal example of multifarious commercial and benevolent activities |
all converged to the bemefit' of mankind through the glorification of |
Rockefeller.

Why should Americans show enmity toward it? 1y should they
not rather feel proud of this commercial masterwork? Here is the great |
god Success in its very temple; why throw stones? |

Because the public conscience, which puts up with many things, par-|
ticularly revolts at the attempt to join Mammon with righteausness. Be-
cause the contempt for the hypocrisy which sermornizes on morals while
countenancing law-breaking as a business policy is hearty and general. It is
because, in a word, this is the Pharisee of trusts borrowing the livery of
heaven to serve the devil in that p estation of it is so great and pub-
lic rejoicing so universal now it has been caught again in one of the many
criminal practices which personal respectability is counted on to mask, *~

MINDING ONE’'S BUSINESS.

“If the City Club,” says former Comptroller Grout, “would mind
the cluby’s business and leave the city to mind the city's business both the
club and the city would be better off.” :

There was a time when Mr. Grout conveved the impression that
he held different views on the question of mindin

N\ ~
what a halcyon state of
hered to!

There would then be no impertinent curiosity about Dr. Woodbury's
streets or Mr, Belimont's subway rentals or gas contracts or a thousand
other matters with which the public officiously concerns itself. \What
a boon it would have beén to the insurance grafters! Unfortunately for
the victims of it this habit of prying inguisitiveness about other people’

dustry.
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things there would be if the practice were ad-
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What Came Of It,

By Albert Payson Terhune.

No. 21 - ISRAEL PUTNAM, Ploughman-General.

BIG, raw-boned man about forty stood tied to a stake in 1

A entre of an I 1 villoge { ork State one day in the sun

maor of 1758 About hin FLet W e high, A swarm of savag

in full war p I around take and every now and then a squUw wou

rust a bl plinter into the prisong’s flesh: Finding, that nelther physic

1 nor the acle of Biis hidenusly pamnted foes could wring a cry from tl
nkee major they had captured ome of the braves =ot fire to the faggota.

The flames sprang up, searing and blister the Yankea's bare flesh, Stil 2

cirele of sav s wns rudely broken. A Freng

look

| sound nor of paln I'he

Plough later Major-General in the Continental army.
Putnam was the tenth of a Massachusetls farme:
eleven children, and was himself the father of (-‘:‘
Hace sulclde wad not a live lssue in those du
necticut and {n early youts won a local reputd

| officer, Capt. Molang, rushed to the stake, Kicked aside the burning logs and ¢
thie prisoner's bonds i
i This soldier of Fronce had owingly performed an [nestimable service ;
the future United States, for the prigsoner whose lfe |
! ? amaved was Israel Puthaf, then mujor in the Connecticy
g From Sword to rogiment oh service in the Fret asd Indian war, a
|
]
{

and Back Again.

| : dren

'
e owned a Sl4-acre farm in C

tion for courage by enter! the cave of a fierce wolf In Windham County &
{ killing the be single-handed. He had enlisted in the French and Indian way

8 novel
ner A&
W

At the close of that war he settied down once more to the life of ¢

gsper, 2w arrived

One day in Apri r was ploughing, a messeng

Wirthout

s of the battle of Cong
wat Fu

ln_':d had there undergone more adventures than a hero of one of Coopor
|
|

returping to tha

1 oh the

or even putting on hi baze b
horees and gal
£

On arriving

forces, wit

Ha o
oped off
Hiln
biin

‘n8 nt once made commandey

bef

men
was in con 1
uship that they
eir safe retreat
nition placed t
en W
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[

goner
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1l%. Early in 17
KRrooklyn against
mekssing their
Putn:
advance,
York City !ts«
battle agalnst
New York
held Prin
the butt

1o rec

ert

igamst the ty in overwhelming 1

tpped  troops, tested

Long Island, the failing back

superior numbers

having fall
His

British

ve & lesson in *°

N

gllonce his

Edmund Pal
While the Bri silerad
retaliat
Insolent co

dire punisame
i the folloy

ver ta

#d tn give up Paln
14 he

Greatest
Service
for the Cause.

Latest,

refuse Putsam replled briefly

w4 Palr

er taken as a =)

condemnel as a shy and shal - % apY.
A PUTNAM.
LN s has ar .

t the firs: ! ism v e hard to enl
mer palriot a )Ty d in person act
as reorulting officer. . of s fame, the power of his personality, st
voded where birtbery or ¢ had falled Phousands fNocked to the %
gtandard, Y enwl Conn,, Puliium was &\

He « 1 by riding at full gall
{zzing abont him.
at an age when most men are reefl &
with paralysis and forced to ret
er at the nge of seventy-two, havl
the Cause to whitch he had devoted his life,
y affectionately micknamed him, was the most plotus
Revoiution, and was a fit representative of the sturt

In 1779,

wenene

*n

Ing in the chitnney corner, he we

110 his farm, where b
Iived to see the g1

*Old Put." as
esque figute of the

the n

whole

affairs seems to be getting fixed and confirmed.
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Author of “THE TRUTH ABOUT of ill feeling
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Hera was mere

SYNOPSIR OF PRECFEFDING

1 of i, 1
CHAPTERS

Felix Broux is page to Count Etienng f"“"' “-"v“‘-“' red seriou lv, with the
son of the Duke of St, Quent glunce a I. le Comte,
oy ]f-':',f,"’,; T knew no French, feasted his eyes t
by the League, under the e g, applauding, adeoring
i80Bs tollower i ianty, 80 nind the group to pull his slce

Mayenne's nephew, Paul

: desire, f
But mademoi-

EIMEL of

i1

flectingest

her

Ve,

where he, forgetting ha!

we were

cousin
clearly and

I

101

Sre of my

{0 My

n loving and oh¥-

e

assasainate St Quentin, IV turned to see him
:!:; »J;:{anr‘x:x:. '.\ll:\;'-‘ , . mademoiselle addressed her
are reconclied. M Alsgu an 1t ew. Of Montpensier spenking particu \
eller and dresses Follx s » = they ¢ for o distingddy, I mean ever te v loval to my
Mavenne's palace, whera gt n 8 e 1 v ‘~ ' : ! S I | ! ( A
private with Isorance. The 1 to = came here a penniless orphan to th
“1::;.'}-"3"‘.,’f',‘.lg’:?.-.\.’ \}T.‘- of ;1 i kinsman M e, an 18 always heen
» ' ’u‘moxw s e = Ry Felerons VIing '——-
yTight, 1901, e Centu 0. ALl g & 4 Iee
§ i a2 '{::\’ml.r e > If not 1 mormured Mile. Blanche to
i CHAPTER XXV, ——u8 | in my turn have he
f A Double Masquerade. {disut. It was only two nights ago he told m
(oo de Mar muet be as dead to me ¢

held no intercourse with him, 1
nnder window; 1

tiged.)
E threw out his arms to catch her. Instantly
ghe stepped aside and, turning with a 1l

H

bow she found herself, asked;
“Does It become me, madame?”
The iittle scene had passed so quickly that

seemed none had marked it.  Mademois:ile

my Wis not in my
unsteady laugh to the lady at whose el- You know. [ knew nuugit of

| Brie was brought in hieeding.
will M. de Mar came here—it wus a

els.
big-nosed, loud-voiced lady, older than any of the a vain and empty quest.
others, answered her bluntly: | ways, as I must go mine.

i molselle, for anything to become you." !
“What ean you expect, Mme. de Brie?’ Mlle. to you."
Blanche promptly demanded. *Ml!le. de Montlue

bedside.” | out on her.
Mme. de Montpensier had the temerity to laugh; drawn ail eyes,
but for the rest, a sort of little groan ran through

then I have

caamn

rt,

I

3

t

st night he came

the affair t111 M. da

It was not hy my
A misery 1o me
it I sent him word by his boy that other night to
had leave Paris; I implored him to leave Raris
stood a little out of the group, monsieur with 118 stewd he comes here lie racks my hea
back to it, and the ladies were busy over the jew- 10¥ to me, no triumph to me, but a bitter distress,
She whom mademolselle had addressed, 5 that any honest gentleman should risk his life in
M. de Mar must go his

Should he ever malk:
“You look a shade too green-faced to-day, made-, aéttempt to redch me again and could I speak to
(him I should tell him just what I have said now

If in-

I8 no

1 presesed monsieur's hand in the emdeavor to
i8 weary and worn from her viglls at your eon's bring him back to sense; he seemed about to cry
But mademoiselle’s ecarnestness had

“Pshaw, Lorance! banlish these trazedy airs!™

the compiany. Mme. de Mavenne bade sharply, Mme. de Montpensier rejoined, her lightness little
“Peace, Llanche!” Mme, de Brie, red with ! A wounded bird falls Ly the rippling
o flamed out on her and Mlle, de Montlue eqn the ripples tinkle on. *“M., de Mar {s
b “You finpudent minxe 1 enough th not likely ever to venfure here again; he had too
of you should bring my son to his death thout warm a welcome last night. My faith, he may ua
the other making a mock of it." iead by this time—dcad to all as well as to you.
L “He's not g an la  Afler he vanished into Ferouw's housa no one serms
{ Blanche de ‘I'avanne, her eyes t ¢l to huow what happened. Has Charies told you,
) chief: but whatever naughty answer er u {2
] tongue our mademoisell deeper voice overhore gave him up, of course,’” Mme. de Muy-
i hor: enne answercd. “Monsieur has done what scemed
‘ ] am guiltless of the irge, madame, It was to him proper.”
through no wish of 1 4 rou are darkly mysterfous, sister.”
» the guard at his hack, s *]  Mme Mayenne rafsed eychrows and
! t STl warrant it wans not,' muttered Mlle, smiled as one solemnly pledged to say no more,
¥ '. Blanche. She could not indeed say more, knowing nothing
1 “Mar has turned traitor and deserves nothing whitéver about it. Our mademolsclle spoke in a
i s0 well as to he spitted In the dark,” My ie Brie | low voice, looking straight lafore her:
4 { cried out, | “If heavem willed that he escaped last night 1
. Mademolselle watted an 1t t, with ing pr ) ieave the city. 1 pray he may nevo»
1 ! eyss meeting madame ¥ be- more. 1 pray he may depart {nstaut-
o but pow, in ths fac {1 the passion, | lv
\ held herself stead; | i) ur prayers v \nswered, 8o !
i charge 18 as f we hear no more of him,"” Al de Montps
is cruel. Do you go 1o vesp torted, tired of the subiect she hevself had star
sav such things? M. de M He was never tédions himself, M. de Mar,
. never pledged to us, and n \ t all this solemn pegting mt atm e duller
when he will.” than a sermon.” Shegecd a dainty hangd hehind
It was quietly spoken, but the Dl ining ot te n audibfe Come, mesda e
her aves wns too much for Mme, d et bl ) our purehnss Ma fol! neky
opened per mouth to retort, faltered, dix 1 r these Jeweller folle know
eves and finally turned away, yet seething fen | npe wias hims 1 smiles and
{nterest \p the trinkets. It was & rout el wantries, I slipped my post in tha
“Thes. you are the traitor, Jorance,” chimed the kgronud, trying to get cic of the eyve of Mlly
sllvery tones of Mme. de Montpensier It 1s not' de Tawvi , who had been staring at me the last
denied that M. de Mar has gone over to the e five minntes in a way that made my gooseflesh

therefore nre you thg traftor o have !ntercoursa rige, 0 suspicloue, so prohing was it,

with him."

SPEs W RR— > . >

On my re-|my foreign tongue, 1 hespoke
| treat she'did indeed move her gaze from me, but
Bhaapoke without heat, without any gppearancs =aly Lo watch M, le Comute as & hound watches albuun be dark. We must go now—now!

wr the !
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“Mcnsieur, go! You must go!”

He turned on me with an impatient frown, but
| hefore he could answer Mme, de Montpensier cricd

t none had pounced

| ful young captain—beantiful as.the day.
It wl{ll

of his time he spends at home, but we have ob- I
served that he comes every evening to array hime

it We must go

(0

“Brother, orows late

from the room, Mme. de Montpensier at her heels, hosd ashamed and strove to thinle 8
(ol the rest following after " the waking of Mme. de Nemours.

All, that {8, but one. AMlle de Montluc started : At you dead,” she moaned, her wol
as the rest, Wt at the threshold paused to let them f".””i' d zzalust his chesk, * No one would telln
pass. She flung the door to behind them and ran “What happened 125t night. 1 could not devise ar
| back to mon  her face drawn with terror, her WY O6 czeape for you''—

hand ontstred

st “ { s o] | =1 oS _
gicur leaping to his feet, mademolsclie springing ”'l!|t,,'“ well—almost, '"Twus but a slash on
choking ery. But it was too late; she *
: .‘l\ \\ll.!:“ hoking cry ! { “Oh, ‘then have [ no anxiety," she murmure
Bad seer 5 = . . - s
She wad rosy with running, her little facs brim- wiih a f'””" that twinkled ncross her lips and w;
mine over with mischief, She flitted Into “ho ;'jnn;* o I cannot perceive you to be disabled, mo
. slenr.
ruoin l::.‘l\l: | " To B "o o "
"I aw it! I knew it was M. ds Mar’ Tha My sweeting he laughed out It 1 1-;|n"*
Ly '.‘.\.«,' M. le Duc has done with hing as hn hold a4 sword yet 1 can hold my love " |

farmer-tyvpe to whom American freedom owes so vast a debt.

Jerthe Munkle

self gran fo ipper at some one's palace, We crack of the door; that I ever turned them {s ot
coant our day n we cannot meel him by acei« shame. 1 have no business to know that mad
dent on thy gt n le bowed her face upon her lover's should
Il wed. 1. with my cheeks buraing ' her haad clasplng his neck, silent, motionles ’:
like any’s mald's, sot 1o work to put up our pressed his cheek agalnst Ler halr, holdine |
seattered wares. But despair weighed me down; Close; neither had any will to move or speak.
if we had to remember cere we were lost. £eemed they were well content to stand so the rel
The ladies were protesting, declaring they had not of their lives,
made their bargains, and monsieur was smirking Mademoiselle was the first to stir; she ralst
and bowing as if he had the whole night befora her head and strove to break away from his loek:
him. Our one chance was to bolt; to charge past a4rms.
the sentry and flee as from the devil. I pulled “Monsienr! monsfeur! This s mad: T
mongicur's arm again and mutiered in his ear: must go!™

We must run!  “Are you sorry T came?” he demand:d vibrantl}
“Are you
IHis oyes

winds

“She knows us; she's gone to tell.
for it."

At this mome

Lorance?
hers; she threw pretense to tt

he

3
nt thers arose from down the cor- !

ridor pilocine shriek on shrick, the howls of a y
young dhild frantic with rage and terror. I mor ur; I am glad. For {f we never mes
same time sounded othey ferent eries, wild huve hiil 3

if I die to-night I have had to-day.”
volees were like the rune of the hoart
st, like the music of deap streams. 1 turficd

landigh chattering,
“Tha baby! It'a Toto! - Oh,
Mavenne gasped. “Help

clal'" Mme. ¢
mesdames!"” She rushed

o

‘There is a tunnel! from Ferou's honuse to £
Rue de la Soierie. His mother—merc!ful angel-§
ilet me through,"

“And you were not hurt?”

"Not a scrateh, ma min.”

“But the wound hefore? Felix s1id"—— !

“1 wag put out of combat the night I got it 1
explained earnestly, troubled even now hecans
he had not obeyed her summons, 1 was dizzy; 8
could not walk '

“HBut now, monsienr?

“Monsieur, monsieur!" she panted, “Go!
mnst go!”
Ie seized her hand in both of his.

“0O Lorance! 28

you

Lorance!
She laid her left hand on his for amphasls,
“Go! go! An you love me, go!"

For answer he fell on his knecs before her, cov-
ering those sweet hands with kisses,

The dJdoor v-as flung open; Mlle. de Tavanns

” 4 Noons "
ood on the threshold. They started apart! mon- ces it heal?

Llut you must not, monsieur," she corled, fon

1 caper, forsooth! ol have done as |
‘,l, in lx::‘f.';‘»"i “;l >\(1)m1-'3::|h"“-'l",linlul,l de ."‘l‘\:llp n=- _r_";‘[ )“b‘"f"‘"“" fa ""’"“‘{"" *‘.!""Y“'flll\' on her agal
gior's monkey and, threw him into the nursery, ‘"'"“”“ a 80, and ”‘.l? -»"Mfml, while the othe
where ho's scared the haby nearly into spasms. are "'t"""“-‘.- I knew you, Bianche kneww yot
'1'»l'u carried the eloth-of-gold coverlet up on top some other will. Oh, go, go, T fmplore you,”

3 A Lo “If youn w come wit
of the tester, where he's pieking it to picces, the If you wili 1 with me,

n him bef 80 had he been: 1 por- s darliig! They won't he back--you're safe for a ;‘Al;f‘h:‘l:l';h‘ no answer save to look at nim as
' ! v 1 l¢ ¢ Ta-! with & laush: thialo s M leman wa tol e alea @ MAL -
ceived with ! nty that Mlle, d I.’ -| with a laust v the @ark. wench? Marry. you | While, my children. T'll keep watch for you. MR n T v 807 MOt mMOW. N DAL the -
vanne had . g umiss. She fairly And do you fear the dari, wench? Marry, you goud use of your time, ¥iss her well, monsienr.” | ENEW Y ; Vo' P e sentry, 1 af
8 d wi i knowledze. 1 waitedl look us if you conld take care of yourself, S AT don m_"'”(‘ vou are an angel.” not 80 crazy as that, Dut vou will slip out, y¢
{ ‘ N noment for announ ‘Nao wadnme,"” rotest “but the hox ¥ pY Y] s ity ety \ Ind a way, and coms to me," g
m n m ‘ n.ent for ,"""' 1 iy Ni Vi H'.'l mme, e l. .p.,,“" it 1_ "h{;t t:““,\,» ,\.1 Ny, she is the angel,” Mlle. Blanche laughed: ™ il}”“ “'-|v R au a1 hl:\“. raal LS f
nent ( n v dones sho he 1d us, Come, Glovanni. If we linger we may fack wt him. “I'm but your warder. Have no 1”.‘ n‘l'.uu‘l & k m'd L ’1 ;'x . 5 s arn
Y A 'l 100 Y itroots \ a » . asened ¢ shi Wi ae .
‘ \ : .\' ORI 08 s “I" 1n‘ '\l\|| \‘l'”yl\ I-"' here are your mannars?’! w; 111 keep good watch, Here, you.in the puts) fnstantly he was clogse on her ag nni ' = B‘:' E
‘ Id n Wi ) nothing but w 1Y, my sisteyr, where are yot annays (4 ' " SN . {the other night to tho NSt ) s : or again, : h
3 : i) ah s \ ¢ v i tieoats, that were a boy the other night, go to 2 4 NP e A Bt 9 g
anbr ' ind then submit auletly 1o, retorted, '_.,” '\;]"' :I_” .IP. ) R a 2 further door. Mme de Nemours takes her nap in .Mnf'_" l;':”r'?:':‘nr' h\ k- :m :r\l 1‘?“"“""’:;'! A, II:;
et Lo ( ) deaih, 1ve nol :1 Aismissed nl;. L i o wecond room beyond, You watch that door; | rence, QR BER I W 28 r, He bids me. wi
y : o pORsh msne S :'h“s'!; o l“"x ";'d |“‘ i M)\' nly }wm'\\;“' 1'li wateh the corridor. Farewell, my children! | \’-‘H~' He ‘?]\]-'-‘; :‘:‘:’X :‘1‘ welcome you; when he 8ot
] 1 K to me siing perhaps, “and the night alr is bad for your heaiih, my Ninon ! N Shtaha AsiT mnne (s so badlyl You he wi W Ve klave. .
. . ; A S AR et ' & i ) o Teste! think you Blanche de Tavanne 15 so badl) “Tg L F P
f ! I wo ed how high "x ;(;1 stay longer you will have trouble in th .;; for lovers that she need grudge you youvs, }x,\.:l;nﬁ\(:‘)as:l \‘\ﬂi‘:l"x(‘\h::\rli)ﬁ:ltn“\?n mer.:..#‘,h
WO ] { throat." e “Dev y aw J yot ! Mavenne!
. . » o - ;- v hard ol ak v ven 1,1:.":|1‘.l'|".' T » otory w rohe e Y ~;
e : 2 ,”', I.J, t lllh.l,nnk‘r"«l ;””“\ IP S "\ I ‘l,f:,d..l‘?.:,l,)\":;:‘,:n},r‘}1’,‘. She danced out of the door, while T ran across ]i'l’l' ;‘;"; ';(t:,ﬂ 4 “'!:Ill“t"h:vf}" ,.I:;.,mp that made
Vi | L m i yap and giided ell fiim tha 1 £ar wWas no vagu § o A a Montiue standing bewil-| shudder, lest ., 7 I 8,
mnoticed ont 0 treets, that his throat was in peril here and now.  to my st “‘\‘O’l‘- ‘“I”l'l'.r"l” 'n‘-ur laugbing  half in| “Ah, you are free to say that, monsleur, but
' § tored 4 ¢ “ul L] et J
1t was (! ta t} ines helow--sure He undorstead; he cried with merry laughter to ‘1‘”1:»:” ardent, & ' l“m not. I am of his blood and dwell in his hous
th t} I o hnd given us a respite;  Mme de Montpensier: | Lears. o . 4| and eat at his hoard.” ]
¥ Tl i . il ndLr 2 “Lorance, Lorance!" M, Etiemna murmure
§ thing might ! lone. | seized M. BEti- Pray excuse her lack of mazners, duchessa, T | ,“nl‘m‘lo' +She sald 1 should Kiss you''—— (To Be Continned.) bl
enne's arm i a grip that should tell him how! know what moves the maid. T rrest tell you that ilh‘lm" ;";;;)3 hx\g;m |n~ v bR ATA t'heri took them ety A ?
emembe 2, for s arvel,| N » where w ze (dwells also yeautl- o § E¢ y
Sy forelgn Longus X n..};l.‘rxl‘m, for. & Barkek o Hne B e X N ’:‘Bs little ! ont Iugmn. for if my ears were sealed how was I\ #The Masquernder,’ by Katherlne 1

to hear Mme. de Nemours approaching? But | Thuratam, Ao of e e n N,

1 “WThe Jielmet of Nuvarre,” on
admit I should §kve kept my eyes glued to the! Aory :

Mpn
HEyening Worla,
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